A    COMPROMISE   IS    ARRANGED               Ijl

what right had he to steal her property? He must have been
jealous, listening to the filth of liars; she wouldn't bear his
child; she'd stab herself in the navel with a bodkin and kill
the brat.

SHe had indeed fallen into trembling convulsions, and he
feared a miscarriage; but at last she had been carried weeping
to bed.

So Gassius did not feel happy; and yet under the influence
of the wine and the food he warmed towards Antonius. What
a pity he didn't have such a hearty colleague, though Antonius
was a rogue. For a moment the gorge of Gassius rose
against all his own convictions, and he wanted to suggest
that he and Antonius should join in a coup. The Empire
must have its boundaries firmly established; Caesar had been
right enough about that. Let Antonius take over the West,
while Gassius beat back his old enemies the Parthians. Rome
needed a strong hand, a soldier's.

Then the complete unreason of such a suggestion startled
him; he had killed Caesar because he stood for those very
aims. And Gassius, feeling press hard upon him the con-
stitutional safeguards and complications that he had fought
to preserve, sympathized overwhelmingly for the first and
last time with the impatience of Caesar. The old squabbles
and rivalries would begin anew, and Gassius would never
get the commands that he alone could use adequately.
Already routine, the need for legal formulae, had smudged all
the clarity of the gesture of the Liberators.

Cassius threw off his emotion, looked on Antonius with
hatred and suspicion, and begun to joke and jeer and en-
courage horseplay around the table.

A thoroughly good fellow, thought Antonius; hV& more
dangerous than I realised; he must be watched.

THUS a compromise was arranged, and the State restored to
its old balance; and the work of Caesar was as if it had never
been. For not one member of the governing classes was
concerned to break the arranged compromise, not even
Antonius, lounging with a wine-cup and bellowing at the
jokes of Gassius* Csesar was dead.